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Part I





Occupations

Well, I don’t live in London, but I
Might have been born there. There’s something
To be said for silence ; the houses
In Bendigo and Geelong that don’t
Have anyone living above or below them.
The quietude of the margins is
Quite an illumination ; though
Trucks from one part of the country
Are always passing through to another.

And there’s my friend in New York City
Who used to look a bit like John Lennon.
Why do all the clever people leave home?
They only have to find a home somewhere else.
And people in flats are always playing
Sondheim or Sinead O’Connor at thoughtless
Hours of the night. This is what the suburbs
Were invented for : never having to leave home;
Where artists can occupy a Belgium of the mind.

[ 3 ]



Questions in Philosophy
After Keats

Asking questions for a living,
It’s easy to forget their name.

We might ask : what is a question?
Questions are not questions until

They are asked of our pulses
When they are faint, or halting,

When the world outside the window
Needn’t ask what day it is, or

What pre-dates the predator?
Or what belies the believable?

[ 4 ]



French with Tears
pour Robin et Virginia

[1] Raison d’être

Music must change, but cafés stay the same.
Her hair remained in place even though
Her nose was out of joint. Well, that was
One way of putting it. You cannot see
Your reflection in the Yarra-coloured
Coffee, but you begin to muse upon
The narcissism of acquired taste,
How even democrats can be born to rule,
That the virtue of marriage is based on vice,
And those with time to muse on time are lost
Or young or old or sick. How briefly we
Fit none of those descriptions. You pay with
Change, which renders time’s percussive music.

[ 5 ]



[2] Je-ne-sais-quoi

Three a.m. is the time for tragedies
Or parties (sometimes both). But when alone
It is a different kind of time, when Mind
Can glimpse its shadow, and entertain
Those moments of I-know-not-what : the sound
Of bells, or just after ; the sight of clouds
Upon the milky page of childhood; the
Nostalgia of trains ; and grappling with verbs.
And a moment, not for anything so
Unsubtle as revelation, but a
Stillness, of empty longing, homesickness
At home: echo of a question hitting
The walls of the well as it goes down, or
Else the mirror saying, ‘I know not what.’

[ 6 ]



[3] Noblesse oblige

They are always with us : in weekend houses,
Safe seats, high offices and cars. Vested
Interests, misrepresentation, even
Indifference : they have their obligations.
Perhaps there is a little voice asking
‘Are you proud of your pride?’ The question curls
Like smoke back into your eyes. You think:
‘I am just a humble intellectual,
A simple man with complex dreams.’ But there
Are thousands in high offices and cars,
All are humming to the obbligato
Of power, their minds as darkly lit as a 
70s film, every one of their thoughts
As important as a supermodel.

[ 7 ]



[4] Une blessure

In the classroom it’s all academic.
Books yawn upon the desks, eyes rest open.
In playgrounds boys will clutch their chests and say
‘I’m hit,’ or dream of walking with a limp.
Somewhere wars are being fought, or people
Being cut from broken cars. The hands
All taking notes in Physiology
Are steady, but do not think upon the
Future. All flesh is wounded by flesh, and
So is blessed as well. And in the classroom
You will look to see which clever student
Will know the link between ‘to bless’ and ‘wound,’
And you will wonder if such things are learned
Or solely guessed within the bones, the breath.

[ 8 ]



[5] Plus ça change, plus c’est la même chose

Lionized MPs explain to us the more
We have the more we are, but when things change,
Inevitably we are shown the more
We lose the more we know. MPs? they stay
In marginal seats for life, while the same
Papers and private schools are showing more
Of the imaginary, expensive things
Your child will need for all our lives to change.
Teachers and journos may not care anymore
That courtly life won’t offer us a stay
In proceedings : each sentence is the same.
They too just grow older the more things change.
Lions tame in the zoo the more they stay,
But our children hope for blood, just the same.

[ 9 ]



[6] À propos de rien

Dabbing eau de Cologne behind your ears,
While Roger limps to the bureau de change
(He manages things, he’s so dégagé)
You think of well-known ways to spend the cash.
‘Les jeux sont faits’ rings in those scented ears;
Computers whirr like loaded roulette wheels;
Tourists from New York enumerate their rights:
Travel always is a rite de passage.
Roger returns avec a New Yorker —
Inside’s a piece on fin de siècle—
Suggesting you to take him to Paris
(‘Paris vaut bien une masse,’ so we’re told).
À propos of nothing, some trivial
Thought comes to you in French, tongue of ennui.

[ 10 ]


